RALPH    RASHLEIGH
'Harder, sir, harder yet!* he roared, and ordered the
second scourger to flog the first.
Still the fuel boy endured his punishment in silence; at
which the commandant seemed to go quite mad. He ordered
a third scourger to flog the second, still without effect upon
thesboy's grit; and in the end he had six scourgers in a file
scourging each other and the lad, while he himself lashed
at the sixth man with his riding-whip. These extraordinary
circumstances prevented anyone from counting the number
of lashes, and the brutal comedy only ended when the King
of Coal River dropped his whip from exhaustion.
The wood boy was forthwith sentenced to work with the
lime-burners, where he met Rashleigh and told him the tale.
Next morning, in fulfilment of his sentence, Rashleigh
was stripped naked, except that he was allowed to wear part
of his shirt as a decency shield, and was loaded with another
pair of leg-irons in addition to those which had manacled
him since his arrival at Newcastle. He was placed on board
a lime punt, in charge of a constable, and transferred to the
north shore of the Coal River, a sterile and forbidding tract
made up of hummocks of sand scantily patched with couch
grass and stunted bushes. The naked misery of the lime-
burners was even more extreme than that of the miners, on
whose side of the river the barrenness was at least relieved
by one or two gardens.
The lime-burners* camp consisted of two lines of hovels,
enclosed by a tall palisade made of strips of the outer coat
of the cabbage palm. The convicts here were the exiles and
outcasts of the criminals from whose ranks they derived,
only the weak, the vicious and the untameable being sent
here from the horrors of Newcastle. As Rashleigh arrived
they were busily employed loading boats with marine shells,
which were burned, but not slaked, for making lime. This
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